Return to Baghdad
o
perhaps it was my management that was at fault. And
there has been no safe way of sending a present to them
since: but I should like, contrary to most recent travellers, to
put on record grateful and friendly remembrance of the
Persian police—for, whether on the road or off it, I have
personally found them obliging, pleasant and honest, and
ready to stretch authority as far in my favour as they could.
So leaving them, Shah Riza and I and the muleteer con-
tinued onwards to Mandali. We were anxious, as ever, to
show our passports, but we missed the Iraq frontier post:
we wandered among palm gardens, oppressed by the lowland
air, until we reached the house of the Naqib, and the region
of motor-cars, and thence finally Baghdad.
Finish in Baghdad
I came to Baghdad, and the matter of the treasure, overlaid
by later experiences, had already faded from the foreground
of my mind. I spent a day in the delirious pleasure of decent
clothes and baths after a month's starvation, and then rang
up M. to announce my return and to ask, without any great
curiosity, for what reason, if any, my accomplice Hasan the
Lur had failed to turn up at the rendezvous.
To my surprise I heard a sort of gasp at the other end of
the line. It was M.*s voice saying: " Thank God you are
safe/' and declaring that he was coming round immediately
to tell me all about it. Of the absurd events which he
related, of most of which we were never able to disentangle
the truth or untruth, I will give a short summary as an epi-
logue.
Hasan the Lur had not been able to join, me because he
was in prison. Though I am privately convinced that he
never meant to do so in any case, the matter was taken

